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was prosperous enough to hold out for its own terms.
At any rate, when dinner time came, a gigantic iron pan,
at least nine feet in diameter, carried by more than a
dozen staggering men, was brought in, with the carcass
of an entire camel roasted whole. We were invited to
sit around it and eat our fill; no member of the tribe, not
even the Roualla sheik, ate with us.
When we had finished, the sheik and some twelve of his
warriors squatted around the enormous feast.
Amir Amin had told me to watch closely for unusual
happenings. I observed that the sheik picked up a small
piece of the liver and ate it; but that afterward he
scooped up a handful of rice and gravy, prepared a ball
as if to put it in his mouth, but kissed it, dropped it to
the ground, and ate no more. The Roualla warriors each
tore off from the carcass a strip of meat, wiped it across
their lips, dropped it to the ground, sat back with every
sign of having finished a satisfactory meal, squatted per-
haps five minutes more, whispering and conversing like
people who had enjoyed a good dinner, and then all say-
ing, "We have eaten," arose and went out wiping their
hands on their abbas or in their hair.
New groups of warriors came into the tent to see the
strange guests; they were invited by the sheik to partake
of the feast; some of them had been riding hard all day
and I am sure not a mouthful had passed their lips since
morning. In every case it was "Thanks, O sheik, in the
name of Allah, but we have eaten/*
A half hour later, the enormous pan was carried out
and put on the ground some ten feet away from the tent
and within the light of the lantern; a slave waved the
long sleeves of his gumbaz, and I have never seen a sight

